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To a French officer three times wounded in a war which
had lasted too long a war of mechanism and high explosives,
when human valour, the strength of manhood, counted for
very little against the monstrous instruments of destruction—
it was a spiritual refreshment to come back to this beauty,
hardly touched by modern ugliness and not at all, outwardly,
by those four and a quarter years of carnage
Not at all, outwardly, as far as nature went on from season
to season, from harxest to harvest The orange and lemon
trees bore their golden fruit in the gardens of Avignon The
fields below the Palais des Papes, on the riverside, \vere
sprinkled with gold and silver Over in Tarascon and
Beaucaire the wine coloured bloom of bougainvillaea was
spilt down old walls Further south, towards the Medi-
terranean, below the high ridge on which stood St Paul,
with its huddled houses and castle tower there were forests
of mimosa flame yellow The white rocks of the Alpes
Mantimes gleamed in sunshine under a blue and cloudless
sky A million billion crickets made a silvern and ceaseless
music to a man who listened with his soul as he lay in the
grass with his eyes shut and a smile about his lips
*C est la paix f   he said a hundred times      eC est la paix f 9
But there were reminders of war painful, even in Avignon,
and other towns of Provence—even in his own house There
was, for instance the photograph of his young brother,
Bertrand, on the piano in his mother s salon She had had
it put into a silver frame, and it faced him every evening when
he sat on the sofa while his mother did her needlework and
they talked together, or when Lucille was playing
It was the face of a boy, so young that life had not yet
hardened the line of the cheekbones nor given it the first
modelling of manhood He had not reached the military
age, but had come out as a volunteer, like thousands of
"young men from the Lycees who had been mown down by
machine-gun fire at Souchez and Neuville St Vaast in the
fest year of the war In the photograph he was smiling.

